CALL  NO  MAN  HAPPY

The Marshal was looking at her in stupefaction when suddenly
the sun went behind a cloud.

"Thank you, Monsieur leMarechal* said the Duchess with perfect
equanimity.f I knew that you could do anything, even control the sun.'

He laughed and relaxed. In lowered voice-the Duchess said to me:

'I saw the cloud coming... /

On that day she gave him one of his last moments of happiness.
After the conclusion of the Colonial Exposition he suffered from the
lack of an outlet for his energy which remained intact and young.
For the man of action, a$ for the Don Juan, old age is terrible. Born
to create and to command, in the little Lorraine village of Thorey he
was like the sovereign of a tiny kingdom.

'But good Lord/ he said to me,/can't they see that I am champing
at the bit with impatience? Can't I still serve? Won't they give me
some work to do?... No!... They think I am no longer good for
anything ... I have been written off as dead.'

'Monsieur le Marechal, they can't leave a man like you inactive...
The government will find something/

"Willfind, my friend! ... Willfindl ... That's all very well, but
I am almost eighty years old ... If I am to make a career it's time
for me to get started.'

When he died in 19341 was in England. I returned immediately
and rushed to Thorey, too late to attend his funeral. But he remains
present among us and there are some of us Frenchmen on the earth
who, in our days of despair and loneliness, feel ourselves united in
hope by the memory of Lyautey.

CHAPTER   XIX

MY DEAR TIME'S  WASTE

ART is long, life is short. For the artist a year without progress is a
year wasted. From 1932 to 1937 I wasted five years. Not that I
was ever unoccupied. It was during this period that I wrote Une
Histoire d'Angleterre which Artheme Fayard had commissioned on
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